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The Raid ^ 

fcRETH EVANS’ ^\l.AT SMASH-AND-GRAB \S ONE 
OF THE GREAT ACT\ON MOViES OF OUR T\ME. 
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I niay be Iko Uwiiis taking a bpaling iii> Uiere on screen, 
but there’s only one person really getting their ass 
kicked in The Raid. you. Gareth Evans’ deliriously 
violent Indonesian action flick wUl leave you bnilsed and 
breathless, feeling every splintered bone and snapped 
neck as if it was your own. 

Tlck-tock- It begins with a close-up of a watch and a 
gun, inunediately establisluiig Evans' preoccupation with 
speed and violence. The plot is lightly sketched - a rookie 
SWAT team is dispatched to take down a l&-su>rey tenement 
housingthe worst of the city's crinunal underworld. Al the top, 
presiding over this shadow state, sits Ibma (Ray Sahetnpy), 
a previously untoucirable mob boss now being targeted by 
questionable elements witliin the city's police force. 

But this raid will not go to plan. Stranded in hostile ferriiory, 
outnumbered, outgunned and scared out of tlieir minds, tlie 
SWAT team faces anniliilaiion. Step forward Rama (I’wais), a 
cherub-faced wrecking-bull prepared to do wliaieveril lakeslo 
get back home to his pregnant wife. 

And yet, beOtting this film in wlileii tiie rules of the game are 
hinted at but never fully underst(K>d, a parallel story unfolds. 
Because The Raid is not just an assassination attempt; it's a 
rescue misaon. Til get him back,' says Rama to an old man as 
he leaves his house. By the end of the fllm you'll be left to judge 
for yourself: who has been saved'? And, more to the point, ^rtto 
has been played? 



These, ofcourse, are background consideralions, as is TheRaiiCssiy 
commentary on Thma's criminni enlotpiise. From his pt'rspetitve, 
this is nothing more llian an epic arm wrestle for control of a 
lucrative business - a murdeiously liostlle corporate takeover in 
wlilch revenue streams run with blood. 

But it's the foreground that counts as Evans and Uwais introduce 
the western world to silal, htdonesia's native martial art, the kind 
of fluid flghting syston thal makes Ibny Jaa's Muay Thai look like a 
drunken post-pub rumble. 

Together. Ehans and I'wais (alongside Vayan Ruhian, who 
plays Ttimak arch ertforcer, known only as 'Mad Dog') have 
choreographed some of the most jaw-dropping Qglit 
scenes ever committed to fllm. There are moments in 
The Raid - a Uvoal imiwled on a jagged doorframe, a 
point-blank execution, a light ning-l'ast knife slicing a 
liamsi ting -that elicit aphysicol response. TItis is cinema 
at its most visceral - a gas|>ing, grinding, happy-^pping 
sucker punch delivered by anew star In the making. »» 





Boytslily liandsome wiih tiie sort of cloceptive stillness dial hints at 
luiir-trigjter violence, Iko UwaJs hus a niuiiral screen presence. He\$ boiii 
hunter and hunted in the blood-splattered corridors of (he aparlnient 
block wliere wave after wave of fai^eless henchmen aredispatclied witli 
fl.sts, feet, elbows, knives, sticks and, in one of many wince-inducing 
whoop-'n'-hoUtT moments, an overhead liglit fitting. 

A potent cocktail of Tbny Jaa, Jackie Chan and some sort of 
adamantium-enhanced X-Man, Lfwais throws himself (literally) feet- 
first into the action, breaking every Health & Safety statute in the book 
in a quest to bectune the ultimate screen fighter. But there are grace 
notes and subtle^, too, Iridden in the eye of this human whirlwind. 

nimbly supported by Evans' direction. Brought up on a diet of 
kung-fu films in South Wales, he's not tJie obvious choice to kick-start 
the Indoneaan film industry, but tiiatb exactly what Evans has done. 

'Prue, you can see some of die slitclUng In certain cuts, but tital's 
only because Evans Isn't trying to hide. Elsthewing quick edit.s for 
brilliant lucidity, he leaves you to savour every killing blow, every 
death spasm. Backed by some bone-jarring foiey work and smartly 
integrated fecial effects, theresultlsathriliingly kinetic but superbly 
grounded piece of dnema that winningly defies current blink-and- 
you'il-miss-il action conventions. 

But don't be fooled into tJiinking he's just a point-and-shoot 
merchant. The ftai'd may not be overburdened with narrative, but Evans 
proves himself an adept visual storyteller with an intuitive of pace 

and rhythm. The action scenes are built on an expertly crafted set-up, 
orchestrated by Evans with the same deftness of touch that sees Thma 
manoeuvre the SWAT team into Ills web. 

Ile^ cited the likes of Panna Riitikrai and Sam Peckinpah as early 
influences, but there's more tlian a passing liint of the two Johas, 
Carpenter and McDeman. nol lo menliun shilstorm stabkmtale 
[RE('I. And yet, like Assnu/f on PrecHwt 13, Thefloid isoften alenser 
proposition when its adversaries ate off screen, heard but unseen, 
sliapes in the darknes waiting to strike. 

It's not just 'Silsactioa though. There's an unmistakeable videogame 
vibe about the respawning enemies, the weapon pick-ups, the boss 
battles and eqjecially the level-up structure that sees Rama ascending 
towards a final showdowa It m^ be tinged with retro styling but this 
is a thoroughly mtxlem action movie. 

Destined for late-night cult status, The Raid is an irresistible 
adrenalin shot delivered stralglit to the nervous system, it may not be 
one for film Catholics, for those who see cinema as a silent communion 
with the gods. But for anyone who yearns for the partk-ipalory ilirill 
of ihe movies, Evans luis created iui unmissable event, one made for 
sliaring in llie most raucous aimosplu're imagiiutblt'. Sure, Vie Raid 
may find itself ambushed by tlie occasional cliche, but U)«e% nothing 
liiat can stand in the way of Uiis cinentalic smash-and-grab ® 


ANTiClPATiON. 

Ifiing-fu fiicks are 10 a penny, but a faint buzz of 
confidence suggests The Raid is wortli a second Icxik. 


ENJOYMENT. 

Pound for pound, the most exciting action movie - and 
one of tile best cinematic spectacles - of the last dt'cade. 


IN RETROSPECT. 

Guaranussi to be a word-of-muutli liil.. EbcpcH-l to be 
intrcxlucing pcnple to The Raid for years to come. 
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ke1y as the ore 
In^uesi a . Born and 
9e oA|fie outskirts 
he grew up watching 
s friends, “dickirg 
iring plimsolls and 


■yfif Swa«ea. 

I kung-fu. mov^ek'i 
around Ifi^^a bai 
vests pretending 

He dHn't bother dreaming of Hollywood - it was 
over (00 'rainjl horizons . Hejdld, however, make a 
film, Kootst^s, in 2006. ^^Bmcompromlsl rg drama 
that Rf^wHy nCvertlsed ItsowtP-graphlc violence’ . 
it icoraj'l DVO releasf^ln the US but made little 
impressi on o r the British film biz. Evans, married 
and sllVft^vIng In Swans e^ returned to the daily 
grind. glliWy wonderlR^i^pBhat was his only shot., 

Jt wash^^ls wife had family and contacts 1n' 
Indonesia. She hooked Evans up with a Job shooting 
a documentary about sllat. the country's native 
martfal art. So' they upped sticks to Southeast 
Asia, only for thevslx-mon^h sabbatical to turn 
Into per*anert residence. . of 

LlbeiTttgd by a film Industry poised to follovrt 
f^- the foS^teps of Hong Kong and Thailand, and 


was making that leap from low-budget Ovdependent 
film to suddenly having a crew of 150 p^ple. I 
was learning a lot as I went along bub at. the. same 
time. Inside. I was freaking out." 

Just as Heat wouldn't ha.ve existed, mlthtfut 
Michael Mann’s earlier TV vermion, LA T^kettown. 
Merantau laid the groundwork for'^he Rayd, >ts 
older, ballsier cousin. 

But 1t was far from plain sailing. "On the fir 
day of shooting there was this one fight scene t 
we nailed In two or three takes." remembers Evans. 
"We got so excited. Everyone started thinking. 'C 
shit. 1t's going to be different this time. We're 
going to be good now. we're going to get It done 
fast.' Then all of a sudden everything started to 
.go wrong. " 

|The Raid took Its toll on everyone, especially 
Uw^S, who Injured his 'ksee before a single roll 
of f1t«^ had Uben s™»^*^4(ter,. being smashed over a 
table during a'Scastln^-.^esSSon^yyace on set. some 
fight scenes took 40 takes«'*(t^ get r 


But 


got. Evat 
reminding himself that they 


■N, * 

ey 'wereXrying 1 


Invigorated^ the discovery of Iko Uwais. a screen 
fighter in.Je mould of Tony Oaa. in 2009 Evans 
made the leap into full feature production with 
Herantau.; Moving to Indonesia wasn’t so much of a 
culture shock." he exolalns. "The big difference 


do .something new, something great. An9^^^1n 
himsVlf too. of the people and films they were 
honouring^long the way. It's these Influences that 
LWLies asked Evans to reveal . offering us a different 
kind of commentary on the making of his* movie. »e 
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“Three of my main Influences are 
Jackie Chan, Sammo Hung and Panna 
Rittikrai 1n Thailand. Those 
guys have pioneered martial arts 
cinema from the 'TOs through the 
■80s and up until now. 

“What we borrowed from Jackie 
Chan was the idea that there’s 
a certain vulnerability in the 
lead role. That's something 
that we really wanted to bring 
to Iko's character - we wanted 
the audience to feel like he 
wasn't Just a killing machine. 
There are moments in the film 
when he's so beaten and bruised, 
if anyone attacked him thafd 
be the end for him. He didn’t 
want him doing anything too 
fantastical: we had to keep 
our action scenes and our 
character grounded in a certain 
sort of heightened reality 
so the audience can relate 
to him. 

“In terms of choreography, 
the level of brutality and 
aggression came from Sammo Hung 
and from Panna because their 
work is hard-edged and tough 
and aggressive but what I really 
love is that there's a certain 
roughness to it as well. You'll 
get these complex pieces of 
choreography, but also these 
takedowns or throws that look 
like they've come out of sheer 
desperation. That was one of the 
things that we really wanted to 
do: have these graceful moments 
of choreography, but every now 
and then Just get savage.' 



“Some people have told me the 
film feels like a videogame, but 
the weird thing is they add 'I 
don't mean it as disrespect.' 
1 never take it as disrespect 
because it absolutely feels like 
a videogame. 



J 




■fB a b1g fan of things like 
Can of Duty and Battlefield, 
and they play a part In terms 
of how we were trying to 
figure out the gunplay of the 
film. But it’s more like the 
genera! structure - that idea 

videogame feeli ng. 

“Some of the design of the 
bad guys, for instance, was 
done to be like that. As we 
progress through the film, the 
end of level bosses get harder 
and harder. There's a guy in the 
beginning who pulls out a machete 
from under the table and we set 
him up like he's going to be some 
guy who plays a prominent part 
but then we kill him off with 
one of the other bad guys who's 
even more badass and more of a 
challenge and more of a threat. 
So there’s definitely this 
feeling of taking inspiration 
from videogames." 


"The biggest influence for the 
action scenes is Hard Boiled, 
without doubt. For me. that's 
the absolute pinnacle of action 
cinema. And The Wild Bunch. 
What influenced me with those 
was that there's a degree of 
clarity when it comes to the 
action that we don't tend to 
have these days - the idea 
that you can see everything 
and get a clear spatial 
awareness wherever you are in 
the location. And the detail in 
terms of who's getting shot, how 
many times and where. Nowadays, 
it tends to be a hail of bullets 
and people just stagger around 
and then fall, but in the John 
Woo films and the Sam Peckinpah 

it was something poetic and 
horribly beautiful at the same 
time. That's something I wanted 
to at least try and aspire to 
reach 1 n The Raid." 


"When we design the 
choreography, we do it with 
rhythm in mind. He treat it as 
if every block and every hit is 
like percussion. That harks back 
to Jackie Chan as well - if you 
watch the scene in Armour of God 
where he's fighting against all 
the monks, and you listen to 
the music playing beneath the 
punches and the blocks, they’re 
almost in rhythm with each 
other. Every punch and every 
block is a drumbeat. 

“When we were doing the 
choreography for The Raid and 
trying to figure out how many 
punches or kicks there should 
be. we'd do a clap and that's 
when the punch would come in. 
When a guy gets shot three 
times in the face, he doesn't 
get it three times because it's 
gruesome and violent, he gets 
shot three times because that 
was the rhythm. Bam-bam-bam. It 
feels right. Graphic, but right. 
So it's rhythm not violence-" 


- . atf 

"Throughout my childhood my 
dad was a big part in shaping 
the films I'd watch. There was 
nothing too highbrow, nothing too 
low grade - if it was something 
that we'd all enjoyed, that was 
all that counted. He introduced 
me to Jackie Chan and rented Hard 
Boiled. He specifically said. 
'You're not to watch this until 
I've seen it first.' because be 
knew it would be aggressive but 
he wanted to check. My dad had no 
problem with playful violence, 
but sadistic violence he had a 
real problem with. So he was. 

to watch it with you and tell you 
why it's wrong. ' 

"He was a schoolteacher, so 
when I came home 1 was always 
45 or 50 minutes earlier than 


him. And I remember getting 
off the bus and Just running 
back to the house to watch the 
first 45 minutes of Hard Boiled 
before he came home, then I’d 
rewind it and pretend like I’d 
been good and hadn’t seen it. 
The next morning he was like. 
'Okay, you can watch it. but 
there's one scene that I want 
to keep an eye on you for.' and 
it was the scene where Anthony 
Wong shoots all the patients in 
the hospital . When that came up 
he was like. 'Okay, now that’s 
wrong.' And that was it. That 
was the moral teaching." 


"When we were growing up as kids 
there was a video shop from a 
local town that would send a 
video van to the top of our 
street. I used to go in there 
and there'd be a collection of 
films. Back then it was super 
exciting to be able to find 
something new from Asia that I 
hadn't seen before. You'd get 
a bunch of Bruce Lee films and 
a couple of Jackie Chan films, 
then these really obscure titles 
like Chinese Hercules. 

"Magnificent Bodyguards is the 
first Jackie Chan fi Im I ever saw. 
My mum was aggressively against 
it because there was a scene in 
which a guy got skinned, so she 
was like. 'You're not having 
Jackie Chan films anymore.’ Then 
after that. Armour of God came 
into the house and that was much 
more playful so she was like. 
'Okay, maybe we can watch some 
of his films.' I searched high 
and low to get Police Story, we 
rented it almost every month and 
I watched it 14. 15 times. I miss 
the VHS days. You felt like you 
were finding something no one 
else had. These days everybody 
gets everything straight away 
so now everything is great and 
everything sucks. 



"CHARMING... A GENEROUS, HEARTFELT STORY. 
DELIGHTFUL AND GLORIOUSLY AMUSING" 
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LWLies: 

Whtt do you love ebout movies? 

Girsth Evens: 

Oh., oiey. Whon It comes to wetching a 
film in » cineme, it’s ell about the 
escspism. It’s sLl ebout the fact that 
it: doesn’t mstter whet’s going on in 
your life, it doesn’t matter how good 
things are or how bad things ere, for 
that two hours or so you completely 
escape from it. lou know, films nave 
the power to take you into e completely 
different world end make you experience 
things, but from a comfortable place 
as well. So, you know, when It comes to 
rollercoasters, I’m a chickenshlt and 
I can’t go on them, but when It comes 
to horror films I love the thrill and 
the adrenalin rush of being in the 
cinema , and the fact that a film - 
Just sitting there and watching a film 
- can make me went to get up and leave 
the room because I’m so terrified... 
That’s an incredible power that the 
image and sound has. Yeah. It’s ixnlike 

any other ait form, I think. 
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"My favourite scene in The Raid is the fight 
in the corridor, which we call ‘Carry Bowo‘. 
because I‘m carrying the character of Sowo 
on my shoulders. There’s a lot of different 
elements that make that scene so much harder 
for me. First of all, the SWAT flack jacket 
is restrictive because there’s no room for 
flexibility, but 1 have to move fast. Then I’m 
using two difficult weapons - the stick and the 
knife. At the same time. I’ve got a guy on ray 
shoulders, and on top of that I’ve got these 
heavy military boots, which means I can’t kick 
cleanly because they're weighing my leg down. 
Finally, just to make matters a little bit 
worse, this was the first fight scene of the 
film and I had an injury in my knee because 
I’d sprained the kneecap a month before. So 
I had to fight 18 people in a two-metre wide 
corridor. I've got shitty weapons, a guy on my 
shoulders, shitty boots and a broken knee. 

“The process is that Gareth [Evans, the d1 rector] 
gives us the situation, the location, the props 
and the amount of people in the scene. Then we 


weapons, then we all come in and design the 
content of the fight - the individual blocks 
and punches. 

"I find shooting action scenes much easier 
than drama because it’s second nature to me - 
I'm more confident being able to channel the 
aggression level and expressions. 1 swing fast 
with kicks and punches, but screen fighting’s 
a little different [to real fighting]. It’s not 
really about hitting someone; even in full body 
contact, there’s a pull back moment to create 
snap. We call it the 'snap back’. When there's a 
punch to the face, if the person reacts but your 
hand stays where it hits, it doesn’t look good. 
But if your hand snaps back it looks better. 

"You're relying a lot on the stunt guys. too. 
As good as I am. 1 need the reaction from the 
guys to make me look even better. It all relies 
on the skill sets of the action guys and the 
stunt fighters who are taking the hits. If they 
don’t sell it. it never looks good. It doesn’t 
matter how good I am, we need both. Otherwise 
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]EFF IMADA 

^hi^Bourne Supremacv (2004) 
~ e Bourne Ultimatuni ( 2007 ) 


“There's so many favojrite scenes that I could talk 
about. Fight Club, the Bourne movies. They Live- 
Ifs really hard to give just one. But ! guess The 
Bourne Supremacy and The Bourne Ultimatum stand 
out. I'm very proud of those movies. Having Matt 
[Damon] do all the stunt movements himself was 
great. Because he's such an accomplished athlete 
he was able to pu11 off a lot of the moves even 
though he's not a trained martial artist. I think, 
overall. I was very proud of those films because 
I had the freedom to create everything from the 
ground up: where each break would be. what the 
characters would use as weapons, stuff like that. 
Being able to show off such a specific look and 
style was really rewarding. 

"In Supremacy and Ultimatum the opponents 
weren't especially trained, and so just 
getting to train guys like Marton Csokas 
a week or so before I had time with Matt 
was fur and also challenging. In Ultimatum. 
£dgar Ramirez had some previous training in 
martial arts, but not really that much, so I 
had to teach him to sell a punch and deliver 
a more realistic type of action, away from 
a lot of the flashy, showy stuff. That was 
actually a big challenge, to have him be 
able to understand that he's supposed to be 
this new breed of Treadstone agent. It was a 
balance of having him do stuff a little bit 
differently but still as good or almost better 
than Matt. He didn't have very much onscreen 
fight experience and wasn't as solid an actor 
as Matt, so I had to bring him up to speed. 


"Another thing was being able to introduce 
household objects that could be used as a weapon. 
In The Bourne Supremacy. Matt uses a magazine 
as a weapon. I would go around looking at the 
set after it had been dressed and get an idea 
of what would be lying around and how it could 
be used as a weapon. I came up with the idea of 
using a rolled-up magazine and had to convince a 
few people that would actually be a functional 
weapon. I had to demonstrate it by rolling it 
up and hitting it into the table to show how 
hard the impact would be. And also, Matt and 
Marton verified the fact that the magazine would 
definitely hurt because they'd be hitting each 
other in the arm before takes and would actually 
end up getting bruises from it. 

"That was interesting because most people don’t 
realise what you can use as a weapon. But that's 
a part of the character - something I love about 
Jason Bourne is that he's a guy who’s trained well 
enough to be aware of his envi ronment and everything 
that's around him. Plus, it's a reactionary thing 
because at that point in the movie he still doesn’t 
know everything about himself, so it's something 
very organic that comes out of his training. I 
placed myself in the situation of the character 
and tried to really understand who the character 
is. I’d read the script, talk to the director and 
actor, and pick up character traits, then I'd put 
myself in the scene and I'd have my assistant or 
somebody just come at me and I would react to 
the situation. If I was a trained agent walking 
into that apartment. I would look around at my 
surroundings and recognise what I could use in a 
fight. You only have a second to make a decision, 
and I just happened to pick up the magazine and 
roll it up. It turned out to be one of those 
perfect moments." 




Dream Doubles 

We asked three of the UK’s premier programmers for their top tips 
on how to set up the perfect late night double feature. 

Nadia Mt\a, M\chae\ Pierce Pau\ VicWerY 


FINDTHE PER? ECT COMBJNMION 

Think about what films work well together - 
Is there a theme or mood you want to evoke? But 
more importantly: surprise people. Try mixirg 
a classic with something more leftfield. 

NOT JUST AOOOBLE BIU 

Why stop at two features? Try screening unseen 
footage, a short film or themed trailers in 
between the movies. 

INTERACT 

At Midnight Movies, we reward fancy dress, 
encourage guests to pick the tunes and even 
draw on the walls. For the ‘I Could Have Danced 
All-Nighter' we provided a dressing up box. 
dance cards and routines. At the end of the 
day. if the audience don't get into the spirit 
they won't last beyond your first film. 

DREAM DOUBLE... 

Our dream midnight double-bill would be all 
about '80s class systems, with a shoulder 
padded, power suit-themed party before a 
screening of Heathers and Brian Yuzna's 
marvellously messy Society. 

’Midnight Movies' is a late-night cult film 
event that has been running for over four years 
in London and beyond. 

midnight-movies.co.uk / 8midnight_movies 


KNOW TOUR AUDIENCE 

Late-night audiences are like no other 
cinemagoers. They aren't your casual cineastes 
or Hollywood punters. They're the punk rockers, 
the cine-adventurers who want to be shocked, 
surprised and introduced to something against 
the grain - something that has to be screened 
at midnight because at any other time, it just 
wouldn't feel right. 

KNOW TOUR FILMS 

If nobody is melting. cross-dressing, 
blowing shit up. eating human flesh, changing 
characters mid-film, fighting giant robots or 
beasts, becoming a social outcast or any mix 
of the above then maybe your films should be 
playing a little earlier in the evening. 

KEEP THEM LUBRICATED 

Once you start pushing past midnight, alcohol 
will fuel the fun while caffeine will keep the 
engine running. But a heady mix of both will 
conjure up a certain kind of feeling and emotion 
within your audience that will hopefully be 
matched by the mind-bending images you're 
throwing up on screen. 

DREAM DOUBLE... 

Without question. Night of the Creeps and The 
Monster Squad. Without seeing these two films 
as a kid. I'd like way better films today. 

The Prince Charles Cinema is an oasis of 
cinephilia in the barren blockbuster wasteland 
of Leicester Square. Recently refurbished. 
it's the beating heart of indie London ® 


princecharlescinema .1 
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documentary entitled Fight Harm. Its 
conceit saw Korine picking fights with 
various, easily goaded Southern yahoos and, 
subsequently, being beaten to a hipster jam 
for the amusement of the camera. The project was 

frame probably wouldn't endure a feature-length 
pummelling. He also deduced that watching a real 
fight simply wasn't that interesting. They're 
much more brutal than a stylised cinematic 
rendering would have us believe, and, if the 


of moments . 

where'''W®-®Nff of the n 
movie comes in. These films allow us to enjoy 
the careful choreography of violence, safe in 
the knowledge that there Isn't (much) harm being 
done to the pugilists involved. 

The joys of observing violent conduct onscreen 
go way back to the silent era, a medium that 
offered the perfect specifications for capturing 
the primal physicality of a good old barney. 
Charlie Chaplin's keystone films - the shorts he 
starred in prior to devel oping his famous ' Li ttle 
Tramp' persona - contained mayhem a-plenty. 


n tfie late ‘908. American artist/prankster Harmony 
Korine had the bright Idea of concocting an 
episodic, quasi -documentary entitled Fight Harm. 
Its central conceit saw Korine picking fights 
with various, easily goaded Southern yahoos and. 
subsequently, being beaten to a hipster jam for the 
amusement of the camera. The project was abandoned 
when Korine realised that his dinky frame probably 
wouldn't endure a feature-length pummelling. He 
also deduced that watching a real fight simply 
wasn’t that interesting. They're much more brutal 
than a stylised cinematic rendering would have 
us believe, and. if the fighters are not equally 
matched, they're over within a matter of moments. 

That's where the allure of the martial arts 
movie comes in. These films allow us to enjoy 
the careful choreography of violence, safe in the 
knowledge that there isn't (much) harm being done 
to the pugilists involved. 

The joys of observing violent conduct onscreen 
go way back to the silent era. a medium that offered 
the perfect specifications for capturing the 
primal physicality of a good old barney. Charlie 
Chaplin’s Keystone films - the shorts he starred 
in prior to developing his famous 'Little Tramp' 
persona - contained mayhem a-plenty, ww 

Take, for example. 1914' s The Knockout, which 
was essentially a vehicle for tragic comedy star 
Roscoe 'Fatty' Arbuckle, though it's Chaplin's 
fancy footwork that steals the show. Arbuckle 
plays a dim schlub who proves himself to be 
quite decent in a scrap when he beats a group of 
swarthy vagrants to a pulp. To impress a girl, he 
enters into a boxing match, with Chaplin acting as 
referee. It’s hardly what you’d call high art. but 
the climactic bout, filmed in a long, static medium 
shot and relying solely on the physical precision 
of the performers, is a joy. 

But is there a film that lays claim to being 
the first ever martial arts movie? As China remains 
the world’s largest exporter of the genre, it seems 
reasonable to expect that it was their thriving film 
Industry that lit a torch now being carried by the 
likes of Tsui Hark. Yuen Moo-ping and Donnie Yen. 

One of the earliest hits was a film serial 
with the enticing ti K' P ib iaj of the Red Lotus 
Monastery, directed by one Zhafig Shichuan in 1928. 
In its entirety the film ran to 27 hours and was 
split into 18 separate chapters. It’s been mooted 
that the series would have continued, feeding a 
voracious public appetite, were it not for the 
Kationalist government's growing scepticism about 
this newfangled 'movie' business. The Chinese 
Kuominlang government of the 1930s viewed martial 


arts movies as incubators of violence and anarchy, 
and banned them. Production moved to Hong Kong and 
the rest, as they say. is history. 

Burning of the Red Lotus Monastery starred Hu 
Die (aka Butterfly Wu). a glamorous Chinese moll 
who was. for a large part of the 1920s, one of 
China's biggest movie stars. Prefiguring such 
wuxia classics as 1971’s A Touch of Zen or Ang 
Lee's Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon, the film 
saw Hu play the much-idolised 'Girl in Red', an 
omnipotent do-gooder who could dance through clouds 
and treetops. and defeat her foes with a single 
mighty blow. The series is now sadly lost, feared 
destroyed, though it is often credited with being 
the lodestone of the modern martial arts movie. 


And yet further investigation into the genre shows 
that China may not have been the first country to 
capture martial arts on film. A much earlier example 
can be found in, of all places, the UK. deriving 
from the quaint side streets of Sarnsbury in Month 
London. The film, a staged newsreel recorded for 
French film company Gaumont and directed by Alf 
Collins, has the somewhat unwieldy title of Jiu 
Jitsu Downs the Footpads and hails from 1907. 
It stars Edith Garrud. and depicts two women 
pursuing pickpockets from Piccadilly to Hampstead 
before wrestling with them. 

Madame Garrud was a professional martial arts 
Instructor who courted fame by teaching jiu- 
jitsu to the Suffragettes so they could protect 
themselves from the fuzz. She would also allow 
her school to be used as a hideout. According to 
Elizabeth Crawford’s book. The Women's Suffrage 
Movement: A Reference Guide, 1866-19Z8. Garrud’s 
school was based in Argyll Place, just off Oxford 
Circus, then later moved to Golden Square in Soho. 
She ran the school with her husband. Hi11iam, and 
her skills included the ability to throw a 13-stone 
man even though Garrud reportedly stretched less 
than five-feet in her stockings. 

In 'Damsel V Desperado', an article written for 
Health t Strength magazine in July 1910. Garrud 
coined the term 'Jiu-Jitsuffragettes' in reference 
to her growing cadre of combat-ready pupils. 
She also touted her methods as having the ability 
to 'repel the unwelcome advances of an imprudent 
stranger'. Beyond documenting the utility and 
necessity of self-defence. Garrud outlined her 
militant strain of feminism, suggesting that 
women needed to know how to ward off 'thieves and 
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will certainly leave 
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TIME TO DIE 


IJhdt happens when you ask a bunch of people how 
they’d like to die? As captured by photographer 
David Houncheringer, something very weird indeed. 


L 

David Houncheringer: Besides being great 
subjects of art. death and violence are 
everywhere around us - our TVs show us thousands 
a day. But the paradox is that we've never been 
so 'death phobic' . We don't want to hear or talk 
about it. Though we see it every day in fiction 
or in newsreels, we are completely disarmed in 
front of It. I just wanted to explore death and 
maybe help myself accept it, too. 


Some people were shocked and don't understand 
why I've done it. But for me. art is not only 
made to be beautiful and buyable; art is about 
exploring stuff. The objective wasn't to create 
a series that would sell. I wanted to put enough 
depth and detail in to make it Interesting. And 
besides everything else, for once in my life 1 
had the chance to kill people. 


Pretty easy. An interesting thing for me was to 
let the models choose their own death. 'Hi. you 
wanna pose for me? How can I kill you?’ It was 
interesting that people mostly chose a brutal 
death, like, if they do this one as a fake, 
maybe a smoother one will happen later. 


It’s typically what 1 like in photography: to 
compose scenes on location and to take hours to 
work on lighting. 1 like the fact that if you 
work on every detail, some hardcore shoots can 
become interesting to watch. 


The hottest spot was the ‘Columbine’ location. 
It was a Saturday in a high school and we shot 
without authorisation. For sure, we wouldn't 
have done that in the US. During the exhibition 
in Paris, some people called the police because 
they thought it was real. 
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Himizu 

Directed by Sion Sono 

Stoning Sboto Sometoni, FumiNikaido.Tet&u Wotonobe 
i^eieojedJuneA 


H imizu. Dip maslerful new oflerlng from 
Japanese director Sion Sono, unfolds In 
lltp ufteimatJi of iJie 2011 tsunami and 
subsoguent nuclear meltdown tliat devastated 
the filnimakerb liome country. But according 
to this grim vision of Japanese srx’iety, things 
were contaminated long before tlie Fukushima 
disaster. A post-apocalyptic vision of a world 
gone mad, the film explores such perennial 
Sono concerns as what it means to be young in 
a culture iltai botli radically promotes individual 
arhievenieni and denies tltose very possibilities, 
and tlie lure of tlie deaili instinct witkii pulls 
individuals towards violence ditt'cted boUi 
outward and inward. 

Living in a dtxrepil. st'asido sliack with an 
Indilferent mother, subject to peritxllc visits 
from a diurtken fatlior wlio returns only to beat 
him, 14-year-old Sumida (Sirota Sometani) is left 
more or less to fend tor liiniself. He's aided in 
ruiming the family’s boat rental business by the 
warm community of squatters - men and women 
d^Iacod by tlx* tsunami - whom he allows to 
set tgr tents on Iris familyb property. But mrrstly 
Sumida wants to be left alone lo live a normal 
life and escape both tlie cycles of violence Ural 
plague nearly all tire nim’s familial and romaniir 
relaUnnslii|)s, and lire im-ssun's of s(Mi<‘ty, voiced 
by tire boy's sch(K>llearlier, loward.s Individuid 
cxcepUutialisnL Against lirul man^ insistence 


Hal Uie Jajrant'se are a [axiplt' who rise from 
disaster to aclileve grt'al tlrlngs, Sumida asserts 
llet he wants norliing more dian to be 'ordiiiaiy', 
lo be “neitlier liappy nor unliappy". 

But even such a modest goal proves 
impossible and witli Ills trademark flights 
ofinsane violent invention, Sono shows us how 
Sumida never had a cliance. Exactly executed 
nulso set-pieces abound, as when a pair of 
characters rob and kill a nuke-loving neo-Naa. 
As does an air of general menace, signaled by 
Uieprepondcrance of confused, knife-wielding 
young men that seem to dominate tire urban 
landscape. "Wlio urn 1?" asks one of Utese 
youthful crimlnais. II 's u question echoed in 
a poem repeatiHl st'veral times througitoul Hie 
Him, and one that confronts an entire society 
whose uncertainty and violent tendencies 
are traced back, via tlie teaclier's ntonologue, 
at least as far as World War II. It is, furthermore, 
an especially pressing question in the aftermath 
of the recent disaster. 

Sumlda's answer to Iris own existertiai crias 
is to become a righteous avenger, passhily 
gKIng way to a mlHguidt'd activism, In Sono's 
films a deaiii instinct ofwn wars - and iriumplis 
- over a call to life. The most concentrated 
example of tills struggle, which isn't mucli of 
a struggle at all. conu-s in his 2010 film Cold 
Fisli, wliere Uireatenetl nianliood ^vos way to 


gruesome violence. The mayhem is only a lad 
less explicit in Himizu, but it's a mucli less 
niliillslic exercise tlian Iris earlier movie. Tlie 
love of a (creepUy) selfless giri and a community 
of caring outsiders point tlie way forward, but 
as tire endlessly reiterated sirots of a field of 
post-tsunami rubble remind us, any cqkimism 
Sono allows to creep into his extraordinary film 
is provisional at best Andrew Schenker 


AWiCiPATiON. Those fkmUiar wiUi 
Sono’s previous flints know witai to 
expect, bill how will die illrector deal 
wiili iJie recent Isunaml and nuclear 
meltdown that devastated his country'.' 


4 


ENJOYMENT. Sono's faciUty with 
comically violent - and Insanely 
inventive - sot-pieces makes his films 
head-slraking deliglrts witliout dilutir^ 
Iris seriousness of purpose. 


4 


IN RETROSPECT. A near-masterpiece 
from one of tire most significant directors 
working tixiay. Himizu combine.s all Uie 
director’s sirengtiis wliUe introducing 
aienlallve humanism Uuii proves 
remarkably affecting. 


4 



The Life and Death oF Colonel Blimp (1945) 

DVectedt?/ Michael Powell, EmericPressburger 
Stathng Ro^er Llvese'^, Deborah Kerr, jkntonV^olbrook. 

Released Ma'y IB 


R oger Uvesey, wlio player! tlirer- U'ad 
roles for Midiaol Powell anri Emerir 
Pressburger (Ineludlng, here, tlie 
outilaied iniliiaiy oBlcr'r (illve 'Sugar' Wymir*- 
Candy VC. aka “Pie Blimp') was a i-haracier 
actor of stolid good kxtks, even when 
bulked up. half naked and prematurely aged 
In this superlative and swer'ping drama. He 
is entirely plausible as Ute irate Home Ciuard 
Area Commander who attempts to drown an 
impudent young officer, liavlng been upstaged 
and arrested for applying unorUiodox diinking 
in advance of military manoeuvres. Livesey 
possessed vitality, syinpatJty and presence. But 
this vitality was not nec(>ssarily lieroic, nor did 
liis presence evince Hie usual sort of leading- 
man eliarisnia. 

EiiHitionai intelligence tsone of the rieiining 
qualities exliibiled by live team of Powell 
and Pressburger; but in Colonel ISiinii, diey 
arguably fasitioned a ISm where no character 
stiows it. Ebecept, perhaps, the elite Ciorman 
cavalry officer, Tlieodor Kretsclimar-Schuldorff, 
movingly played by Anton Walbrook. TVacking 
back some -40 years, we witness Candy befriend 
Kretschmar-Schuldorff following a sabre duel. 
The German, in turn, falls for Candy’s English 
friend, Miss Hunter (played by Deborali Kerr in 
one of three roles slie p«>rfonns in the film), 
Kretschmar-Schuldorff announces ids 
inbtuation to tbndy, wlio liugs Mis-s Hunter in 
congratulatkin.Heremotiunsarein a wliitiwind: 
tile camera barely cauiies her its she casts 
down lier eyes. It is a moment die audience 


could eawiy miss (Candy certainly does); Uie 
emotional turning point of die movie expressed 
in die fleeting fluttering of an eyelid. 

It is here tliat tiie filmmakeis conlhini us 
witli a question: wlial. importance should we 
place on an indivitluolb lost opportunity for 
love against die grand niarrli of Ume, tlirougii 
die exigencies of war and die cimodc carnival 
of destiny? But it is not tlie only thorny 
thematic issue raised by Slimp as Powell and 
R’cssbuiger ponder die competing demands 
of honour and efficiency, love and duty, die 
meaning of patriodsm and nadonal identity, die 
reiath'e value of experience and entliusiasm, 
rationali.sm and romanticism. Characteristically, 
Uw directors offer few, if any, answers. 

As a film, it doesn’t sterile. Employing 
die most audacious an<J t-omplex flasliback 
structure in die 16-yeur lilslory of Ptiwel 
and Pressburger's production company, Tlie 
Ardiers, ISliinp hurtles us away from Uie 
temptations of emotional explicitness into die 
world of action. 

During dioodng, Clmrdiill's War Dtpanmenl 
deraed txitli pennisaons and resources to sQrmie 
production, but not such as you would notice. 
Georges Perinal’s 'Ibclinicolor cinematosaphy 
m^ no( essay die delirious, coiour-drenclied 
canvasses Jack Cardiff was encouraged to develop 
in die inijiuHliaic- poa-war trilogy of A Mailer of 
Ufe and Death, BInrk Nareissnx and The Ra! 
Shoes, bia die (Ujii us wry lieauliful ncxiedieless. 

Its 'exterior' sets (tiull.e often studio 
bound and designed by the great Alfred 


Junge) producs* effects tliat are of a piece witii 
the evcKative expre^tions of liie aesthetic 
and psychological impart on man by Ids 
environment, a developing liailmark cif Powell 
and Pn-ssburger'swork logetlier. 

In fact, il is die lilm's very refusal to sctile 
- ils Indelerminancy - tliat seta it apart. Fbw 
films in Britisli Idstory ran rival (take a dc^p 
brc^i) die slicHT cinematic vision, the scope, 
the plillosopliical depdi, clnemadc clan, subUe^ 
of expression, die e^ollaborative audaci^ 
or sense of experiraenlalisni of Colonei Blitnp. 
But for all its arliflee - a cjuality that the 
filiiunakers embraced rather dian mitigated 
against - its major achievement is Uiat it catches 
life on die wing, tliat stsisi* of die complexity 
of lived experience, of wliat it feels like to lie 
a lone individual, like Candy, swept along by, 
but surviving, die ciuuigliig winds of history. 
U is for Uiis reason It deserves to be cun^dered 
among tlx> grealesl. acliievementsof any Brltlsii 
filmmakers. Wally Hammond 


AHTICIPMION. A major restoration 
of a cherislied British epic. 


ENJO'fMENT. Watching it now, 
there’s somediingpcrfecdy imperfect 
aixiui Blimp. 


IN RETROSPECT. Slaggcritig and 
liearibreaking. 51 ill. 


5 

4 
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Casa de 
mi Padre 

Cinemotogtdftco Matt Piedmont 
\jsi octotes WtU Perrett , 

Gae\Carcia BeTnat, Diego Uina 
Reiea^do Juno ^ 

A ll, Senor Fprrrll, cl grande hombre- 
bambino de muy, muy greeso liunioroso 
Hollywood Blme tal como Anchorhombre, 
ToUndega Norhes y ISIades de Glorioso, asi 
imernei fenomono \Funny or Muerlo'. Es un 
prinio assclown comico y iin cxpcriniontista 
cnbisUsticoy ocasionalcs prdspcrldad! 

Bn f ’ojsa tU' m i Pitdiv, cl pri-scnli' un parodia 
de Mexicali lelenovela - inuy eoloroso saiurusu 
y niudio lacriinosa 'soap opera' - un Ironlcn 
dpico de amor, muene, niatrUnonio, pistolas, 
venganza.Jubilio, detestoy granilequantatia de 
Arapulco Gold. La resullailo es un experiencia 
simpalieo, pero solo espasmodleo lulariosa. 

Fmell es Armando Alvarra, un cxMidoso 
imbticil que tunclona como un raballtro en 
ranciio de su padre. Es un exlstencia tranquilo 
de sol, sonbreros e siestas. Pero mudio alarnio 
fuando su liemiano Raul Luna) - un 

9an<S»m>idouclu4iag,y,csimnspim, undiabdlico 
narcotraflcaniel - rctomo al liadenUa cun 
'smokin' lux' (‘spnsa. Sonia (Genesis KtMiriguez). 
Armando pronlo develops sentlniionios 



de enamorosa eon Sonia - el amor prohibidoi 
- inmediatamente causar piobiemas. Y 
ruando locale baron de la droga - e un 
baslardo loco completar - Onza (un 
realiiacion lundlico de Gael Garrfa Bernal) 
entrar, la exoremento tealmente inipacta 
la ventilador, e Armando e Raul obligado a 
salvar la rasa de su padre... 

I’n Inlerprelacidn directanK*nlc de 
idiumalica linguislieo lilspanico es un 
estupendo ingenloso nocidn. Director 
cinematograflco Matt. Piedmont tabore sdlido 
de (raiutposa especffico aspecto de shitty 
daytime melodrama, e la fUme possesso un 
patina facsimil insuperables - como una 
Grindltouse frlvolo! 

El scripto, per otro liando, con frecuencia 
es flat ccsno una tortUlal' No es suficiente 
liumoroso para prolongar duracidn, mas txen 
un tres-minuto animoso de Sdbado Nodtes Li if 
(un Yanqui hilaridad fiesta de muy dubioso). 

I'n chul>-faced gringo de Maciio Grande. 
Ferrell comunicado machismo y ftsico cordial. 


no resorto a su monstiuosa infanlilismo ritual 
de la Iiabitual. Kealiaar. 

Casa de mi Padre no es artualizaclon 
absolutamente, pero es no totalizadocatastrofe. 
Es una bonita pinata I'onianamenU) nada. 
Apreciar la exterior, si, pero no expecio 
MargarilavUle pt'nnanente satislaccidn 
de TIJuiuia Brass, vaio. Adam Lee Davies 


ANfiCiPACibN. Seflor Ferrell esun 
increfble astuto cerebro de la comedia 
y mud-juggler de gusto. 


4 


ENJOYAMENTE. Mas unintoresante 
curiosidad, este un paeffleo hacienda 
ridiculoso pero no un gran claaco de 
rancho absurdo. 


5 


EN RETROSPECTO. V4mt«U)s, amigos!, 
murmurd, y los voqueros monid en la 
crepusciilo friscalatilo... 
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Cafe de Flore 

D'vected by Jean- Marc Vaiiee 
Stoning Vones&a Parad'is, 

Kevin Parent, Helene Plorent 
Released May ii 



T he higlily stylised first 20 minutes of ("rtfd 
de Hare an* a disorientating experience. 
SucHi is Jean-Marc Vall^li emphasis on the 
.soundtrack, coupled with a series of striking 
images, it's as if we're flicking tlirougli different 
films with our heat^hones on. 

Vallw, wlto directed C.SA.Z.Y. in 2005, 
copjures up two very different love stories, 
42 years ^art and on two separate continents. 
In Paris. 1969, Vanessa Paradis' Jacqueline 
gives birtli to a son wilh Down's syndronu-, 
wito site decides to bring up on her own. 
In present day Montreal, a successful DJ. 
Antoine (Kevin Parent), leavt's his beautiful 
wife for die atlrm-lionsof a hoi new woman. 
Tl»e former strand Is definilely tlx‘ stronger 


(Paradis and Marin Getrier as her son boUi 
excel), with an espix'lally nice feel for period 
detail. And wliUe there may not Itave been 
enouglt in It to support a feature, Vallw lakes 
a risk to pair it witli Antoinei story. 

Any tension for tlie audience is in discovering 
wliat links Utese two tales, but it's on^ towards 
the end of the two-hour runtime tlat the writer/ 
director gives us an inkling. And it's not enouglL 
Tiiereb an idea here about how an individual 
reacts wlton liiey discover tliat tlie person Uiey 
thouglit was Uie one' lurns out to be .someone 
else's ideal, bul Vallde fails to pull off strands so 
diffenmi lUid links so tenuous. Ttie ImnxliKlion 
of a spiritual elemeni lhal verges on die horror 
genre is weak, even misleaillng. 


In cose you were Imagining a heail-wannJng, 
Paris-sel ronutnee, tlie title comes from a song 
featuretl liuougliout die soundtrack by music 
boffin Matdiew Herbert. Omer Ali 


ANT ICIPATION . Vanessa Paradis in a 
stylised, time- and placo4ravelling drama 
can't be bad, now? 


ENJOYMENT. YouH stick wilh it to 
discover wliai links two deqiarau- lak-s. 


IN RETROSPECT. DLsappolming, 
fnistratllig noii.seiise. 


4 
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Bela Tarr 

The \QS't \augh 


Ve lost my humour," is how 
** I Hungarian diiwior Bt-la IVut - 
I a wry, nicotine staintHi smile 
lAl skelrli-dacrossliisCace-anmxincos 
ills redremeni in his low, measured growl. 

Tluxigli he delivers tlos slatomont witli 
a blas<l shrug, (lie news that, one of this 
generation's most unique talents will never direct 
a BIm again Ieis a sombre cltime to it. For a start, 
at 57 years old, surely he's far too young? 

“1 did movies for 34 years. I started ftom 
somewhere and 1 nearly arrived back. With 
The Tltn'ii Hone, tlie circle is closed. Now 
tile work is done, I have a fe<>Ung 1 have said 
evetytliing Utat I wanted to." 

Tliere is some truUi in lliis remark. In The 
TUrin Horse, a fallier and dniighler go tliniugli 
tile monotony of existence wllli only a derelict 
ctxtage as protection from the punisiiing 
elements, and a dying horse as tlieir sole liope 
forsurvivaL It sltaresaslrainof heady bleakness 
first seen in his 1977 debut, Family Nest. 

Botli films teeter on tiie brink of niltilism and 
lack one of the most entiir ailing and overlooked 
aspects of TiirT's work: ills miscliievous sense 
of humour. "Every good tiling lias comedy 
because you can see botii sides of life," lie says. 
"You cannot just diow tragedy. I liave to tell 
you, In The Man from London, 1 liad humour 
and I could say 1 did comedies. I liad a feeling 
tliai you can always Inngli ui. ii. During The 
Outsider and Avlumn Ahnnnac you con laugli 
a lot. In Werckmeister Harmonics you can 
laugh not loo much. Now, in The Turin Horse, 
wecormot laugh." 

Thtr's remarkable career lias seen liira slowly 
climb the ranks of European auteur cinema. 
Wltii The Turin Horse, he could trade blows 
with any directorial visionary you'd care to 
mention. He is best known for liis emplt^raent 
of king takes - as seen in 1994's jaw-dropping, 
sevemliour masterpiece, Sduintangd - which 
lie uses to support liis brooding, mesmeric 
stoiytelUng style. 

You don't have to speuk lo Turr for long 
to realise tltat he is disgusleti by tlie iiiea of 
making a film motivated by anytliing otlier llion 


personal conviction. "1 really don't want lo be 
a fticked-off, sliltiy, bourgeois film director. It's 
a comfortable job anti you're famous. If I do 
one more film, it will Itxik I ike a profession, and 
1 don't want that . Of courae I can do some more 
films, but tlK'n Tin just repeating and doing 
copies, nils is not my style." 

Despte tlie political undercurrents within 
many cS Thrrb films, especially tlie so-called 
'Proletariat Trilogy', liis first three features that 
all focus on tlie plight of the disheveled and 
downtrodden, tJiey never feel overtly didactic. 

"Wlien making Family Nest, I was of course 
a veiy strong k’ftisi and 1 was locally against Uie 
wiKile fake socialism whicli, then, was a kind 
of feudalisnu I was always on tlie side of Uie 
ugly, miserable, liumlliiiletl peopk*. My first 
movie just wanted lo show you liow tliey are. 
Iiow tliey liave life and dignity and iiucnlltty and 
nobody lias the riglil lo destroy tliem. Of course 
1 felt that, but not in a poUtlral way. Tills is 
a question of social sensibility. Politics is asliilty. 
dirty, ugly business. It lias to be much deeper 
than ju9 taking political sides." 

The Thrin //orseisa demanding film, opening 
with an anecdote about Nietzsche dial inspired 
the filmb title. It concerns tlie philosopher's 
descent into madness after seeing a horse being 
beaten in Thrin. “Everybody knows how it was 
with Nietzsche. But our question was: wlial lias 
liappened to iJie horse?" 

It is of little surprise thal. Tarr originally 
wanted lo become a pliilosoplier, an Impulse 
orticulaled in his films to various degrees. 
Werckmeister Hannonies uses humorous 
digressnns to ponder aestlietics and teli^n, 
whfie elsewhere, in such works as The Outsider, 
he explicitly voices tlie discontents of the 
working classes. 

Bar the deafening wind. The Turin Horse 
stands apart from liis previous films due to 
its minimal use of dialogue. As such, there's 
a tendency to search tlie lonely sik'nces for 
subtext or metaplior, a tendency Tarr is keen 
tosliooidown. 

■Ulmmaklng is a very primitive job. If you 
see a movie you cannot see any metapliois or 


Tilmogtophy 

Be\ a Tarr 

The Turin Horse iJOlii 
The Mon from London i2UUTi 
Werckmeister Harmonies i2ll0()i 
Sotontango il !H)4 \ 
Damnation il 933) 
Autumn Almonoc iI93t>j 
The Prefab People <1982) 
Pomily Nest >1977) 


-•gmibols or allegories becau.s(‘ film is concrete. 
Youalwaysseeconcrete pictures. Youalwayssee 
concrete atHons. Everyiiiing is concrete." 

Tliis ideology underecores tlie rincerily 
of boUi his approatli and Ills films. If you're 
looking beyond tlie screen for meaning, you are 
looldngin tJiewrongplace. Tarr forges the entire 
beginning and end of tlie world as is evident in 
Ills explanation of The Turin Horae. "It’s very 
ample: If you are a coach driver and all you have 
is a horse, every day making your money with 
this home, and your horse gives up, we just see 
Iiow tlie horse is getting weaker and weaker, bi 
parallel, the world is also getting weaker and 
weaker because the world is getting .smaller and 
smaller. And for tlie human cliaracters in tills 
film, tills Is the real end of liie world when (lie 
horse siarls to die." 

Music is an integral atgiecl of Tbir's ilnema 
and he never uses It as a cheap device to 
accentuate emotion. Mihaly Vig Is Tbrri regular 
eompcser and lie has used liim for every film 
ance 1986'sAtift(.mr< Almanac. “I like lo know 
the music before tlie shooting, because tlie 
music, like the set and the landscape, is one of 
the main cliaraet ere. It lias a lace. ThisislenIMy 
important. It is like scouting for tlie location. 
If I don't know Uie wliole .scene before sliooiing, 
it comw in the stupid film music category wliich 
is a piece of sliil. When a director Is not aUe 
to create tension lie just calls die musicians 
and Uiey watcli the screen and play (lie mu^c. 
For me, tliafs rldiculoiLS." 

TliougJi he puts tlie concrete world on tlie 
serwn, lie is keen never to impose his own 
values. His central cliaracters are rarely wlmlly 
virtuous or malicious. More often they are a 
combination of Uie two. The suggestion tiiat 
The Turin Hoise could be perceivexi as sad 
slarUes Tbrr. "Wlien I was watching it, I didn't 
feel sad, no. I Uiink 'sadness' is not a good 
word. I have no courage to say if someUung 
is good or bad, or someUiing is Itafipy or sad, 
because if you see a tiling wliich you call sad, 
yoti find beauty immediately. In Uie middle 
of die big sadness, you could find someUiing 
which Is truly lieauliful." 




* DitectedbyB^^oTarr, ^gnesHfonitzWY * 
Stainng Jonos Derz$l, Briko B6k, MlhdlY Kotmos 
Released June^ 


omcwlot facetiously, aiul wltti tongue 
placed Qniily In check, the Idsh liCeraiy 
critic Vivian Mercier wrote that with 
Wailing for Godot, Samuel Beckett itad 
'achieved a tlteoretical impossiblilty - a pl^ 
in which notlung happens, tliat yet keeps 
audiences glued to their seats. What's more, 
since tlie second act is a subtly different reprise 
of Ute liist, he lias written a play in wliich 
noUilng ItappcRs, twice'. 

Wliat inlghl lie liave made of The Turin 
Iloiitr. the ninUi ilieairii-al feature froni 
Hungarian coUesus, Bi^la 'IbrrV Surely he'd 
admire ilie cyclical naiure of a descent into 
darkness in wliich notliing liappens, six times. 

In much the same way tliat only a 
singulariy ^fted wordsmltli such as Beckett 
could transform said notiilngness into the 
most intoxicating of propositions, Ibir's 
uiKompromising formal control ensures that 
The T\irin Hoi'se remains nothing short of 
riveting. Narratively stark and possessing 
an austerity of lone tliat eschews tht' 
absurdist moments of levity present in 2000‘s 
We/vkiiiPister /lannonies or his magnum 
opus from 2004, Sdtdiilaiigd, tills supposedly 
llnal niiii continues to explore such notions as 
Uk‘ imniulability of human nature, die futility 


of resistance against predetermination, and 
tlie inescapable stasis dealt by the cards of 
fate. These thematic preoccupations have 
long characterised Tbrr's work and are made 
especially bleak in tliis case by the defeating 
drudgery of survival tliat negates even the 
concept of hope. 

A cliaracteristically daazUng opetdng 
sequence sees a lame farmer driving his 
horse ilirougli a lyplioon of Old Ibsumieni 
proportions. Later, we're introduced to Uie 
fanner’s duiighUT anti the oppressive routine 
of tile pair's daily chon's, underscon-d by Uie 
recurring dirge of Millay Vlg's string score. 

Wllii Ulie cards announcing tiio pas^ng of 
days, tile same scenes recur wiUi subtle but 
increasingly significant and monumental shifls 
in perspective. Close-ups of weathered faces 
reveal no trace of emotion. With conversation 
non-existent, cliaracter and relationships are 
divined tlirougli action; the few words between 
the pair are exclianged with perfunctory Itaste. 
A single scene witli a passing neiglibour. 
stopping by to share a glass of moonslune and 
some worldly wisdom, offers perliaps the one 
cliance to read some higher purpose Into these 
lives led willioul sigitincance. But beyond such 
si^liean cycles of repetition, tlie father soon 



disavows any question of transcendence willi 
aforcefully abrupt, ■‘CoraeoffitlTtiatbrubbidi!- 
As tlie well dries up and the stubborn liorse 
refuses to move. Tart sinte the pair ftirtiier 
towards tlv: literal darkness that will finally 
envelop tliem. Wliother the cinematic r^ture of 
tlie final incxnents are to be conudered nihilistic 
or ecstatic - full of hope at man^ capacity for 
survival or woiglied down In resignation at Uie 
ultimate point lossness of oxisience- is a question 
for eacli viewer to deckle fer ilwmselves. 
Wlikiiever way you kxUt at it. tiioi^i, if Ui'is 
docs prove to be Tarr's last film, nne couldn't 
ask for a mon‘ masterful, piaely dncmatic coda 
lo Uils singular and nuist Ber'kdlian Olmmaher's 
asuinlsliingcareor. Matthew Thrill 


AW ICIPATION . A new film by B«a Tair 
is the cinematic event of any year. 


ENJOYMENT. To misquote Woody Alien: 
"Potatoes... Alot of potatoes... 

A tremendous amoiuit of poiaiot's." 


IN RETROSPECT. A magninceni, , 

lowering achievemcnL ♦ 

II- 




^ M7 




FausL 

D^Tec^ed by Al«ksondr SeWurov 
Stoning JoVionnes Z«it«r, Anton Ados\nsWy , \M\do Oychouk 
Releosed Moy 



S ome sage advice care of Aleksandr 
Sokuros''s delirious and jovially grotesque 
take on Goetlie's Faust: never mix 
essential oils of dandelion and asparagus with 
hyenaS liver. Not unless you want a decanter 
filled with a half-formed weeping baby 
swimming in an electric pink sluny. 

Having already examined the intimate 
Uves of Lenin (Taurus), Hiller (Moloch) and 
Hinihiio (TTie Sun). Sokurov rounds of his 
H'lralogy of Power wiili ii phania-smagoric 
tiirgo inln the desolale soul of grubby alclieniLst, 
i^ust (Joliannes Zeller), wiio is ready to make 
a pact with die devil in order to secure fame, 
ki^pwledgcand pleasures of tlie flesh. But whore 
thjise previous films concentrateti more on tlie 
ccfrrupting influence of power on tliose who 
i^ve attained it, Faust glances at power fi'om 
Mo opposite angle, as a device for temptation, 
sin and self-annihilation. 

As live camera plunges down from the 
heavetw in the filinb magical opening shot, 
il eventually swoops into a gnibhy Germanic 
liamiei, (lirougli a window and straigiit onto 
die peirined genitalia of a male cadaver in die 
pnx-ess of being disemboweied. Al. l.lil.s point 
in ills life, Pau^ lias come to realise diat he 


Is beset on all sides by squalor and suffering, 
and the large remainder of die Him comprises 
a puckisli. wandering dialogue widi a Satanic 
moneylender (Anton Adasinsky) who bares 
an uncanny resemblamH? to Count Oriok in 
Mumau's Nb.sfn'atii. 

A dioroughly deserving wirmer of the Golden 
Lion al the 201 1 Venice Film F'<*sdval, Sokurov's 
sinewy c^s is long, unwieldy and appears 
to avdd making too many obvious conressioas 
CO pkM. Yet it would be disingenuous to call dlls 
a ifilTiciilt film, a.s it consLstentiy hums with detail 
and mystery, and dier»‘'s bareiy a moment where 
Cite liovering camera lingers on any one face or 
object for too long. Tiie clever and surprising 
toral shifts, too, keep you locked into die central 
struggle, modulating between the scatological, 
the bawdy, the anguished and die strangely 
moving, sometimes witlnn a single sliot. 

Faust is a breaditaking film, even if its 
sublime teclinical acliievoments do tend 
to occasionally suffocate the pristine simplicity 
of the tale it's telling. Kven diough this is, in 
essence, a criUque of liuman l^UblUly. ilie 
cinemalic world which .Sokurov concocts 
is Cmlasiical to lls core, wilii random 
asides including a peek through a telescope 


at a monkey crawling on die moon; a tavern 
wliose walls leak widi wine that tastes 
of donkey piss; a funeral service overrun by 
stray hounds; and Germany's greatest living 
female actress, Hanna Schygulla, dressed in 
gravl^ defying Kabuki get-up and darting 
innocuously dtrough various scenes. In terms 
of die way in wliich .Sokurov constructs Faust's 
environment, imagine Ga.spar No#S gliost-eye- 
view camera gliding dtrough a grubby GoUiic 
liinierland creaietl liy u dnmk Jan ^vankmajer. 
and you're almost then*. David Jenkins 


AKTlClPATtON. Winner of a nuyor 
festival prize, but Sokurov can 
sometimes be a tougli cookie. 

EYyOYVfcNT: A liea<l-sp inning descent 
into IvIlWlilch boasts a grotesque, eardiy 
beauty redSent of Pasolini's TVilogy of life. 


4 


4 


IN RETROSPECT. A journey youll want 
- nay, need - to lake more tlum once In 
order to soak u|i Its many Immaculate 
layers of detail. 


4 
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YodPSisLers 
Sister 

. Directed by bynn Sh^ton 

StQt(\bgMaiWDuptass,£mi(y Stunt, 

' Sosematie OeWitt 
' Retea^d June 29 

3 ark (Mark Duplass) toasts lus late brother's 
memory with a barbed eulogy before 
■ a huddle of Merlot-slosliing middle-class 
in'a<cosy Seattle apartment. "Wek'ome 
tolnwmblecore couniiy!’ he might as well ciy. 

• ‘ ’Ctny beput off hy tltis initial resemblance, 
ili^tigh. because Your Sister’s Sister, writer- 
"dlre'cit)r l.ynn Sliellon's fourtli feature. 
(lr&g.s muinblecore's lo-ii munira unto 

■ * l^arraJively speaking, lliere's none of the 
l^ftSekl cltarm of Shelton's jocular male- 
bonding satire from 2009, Ilumpday, or the 
'^plass brother;^' 2008 meta indie. Boghead. 
Jack. Iris (Jack's dead brotlier^ ex) and Hannali 
' /Ms' lesbian sister) retreat to tlie girls' family 
cabin for a long weekend soul sootiiing, 
only* to J>ecome entangled in an emotionally 
■; ^(dy nuhiage d Itvis before bickering, breaking 
0own and event ualiy making up. 



Tliis is an unerabellislied study of friendsliip, 
family, love and loss delivered in a naturalistic, 
largely improvised anti-sitcom package. A rustic 
rom-<xjm for those fatigued from overexposure 
to the frotliy mewling of Kate Hudson and 
bargain bucket succubiis Kalli>‘rine Hei^. 

Mud) of its success is down to llte cast. 
Mark Duplass iin<l Emily Blum spent inonilis 
gelling 1.0 know their cltaiacU‘is in pre- 
prtKluclion, ailliougii, remarkably. Rosemarie 
DeWltt steppt'd in just tliree days befon* the 
10-day sdtoot commenced after tiie ori^nal 
actress liandpicked to play Hormah dropped 
out at die elevenUi hour. All three share 
an autliendc chemistry, but the real star 
is Slielton's warm, incisive and tremendously 
fututy screenplay. 

Just wiien die loose conversational structure 
bt'gins to gain momenliira, however. Slielion 
break-s away from coffee table ili.scourse and 



[^olisse 


Oitected by Moiwenn 

. Stainr>gKattn Yiord, Joey Starr, Mar'moFbis 
^ Released Jurte tS 

P olisse is a haphazardly compiled ptonfolio 
conlaiiting crude, unfocused snaptsItoCs 
epf life behind-tlie-scenes at a (liild Protection 
I’tdi in Paris, witnessed by an over-frieiKlIy 
|)lKilojournalist as played by Malwenn 
le*^esco, Uw film's wriler and dinrlor 
Recalling a knowing Uirowback to die terse 
TV-cop dramas of die '70s and fiCs {llill Street 
Hues, for instance) radier than tlie slick and 
smug likt^of Tn me Scene /Kcesfipafion and its 
schedulc-st^iping ilk, the filniSs unlovely, docu- 
leolisl veneer lends die drama an appteafing 
immediacy wliich allows for swift inunetsion 
into the team’s diankless toil. 

WiIl no single central character, Maiwetui 
Ails and nopsbelween eases, busts, relationshi pis 
^id quarrels* die sum total of wliich aims 
to^ki umwH bodi die liorrendous casks these 
yfQ^tT^ deal widi as well as ttielr general 
ingiilii^ssal (yugying diem out, Fllineil uncoarse 
PV aiiriMacrnl of ilie^arly Dognie i>5 movies, 
(fll«‘s<Y<^)^a>'sdi()lic <J(>vi'lall<t Vil ely wldi the 



film's fresco approacli to narradve and its array 
of impressive, natnralisdc pierfomiances. 

Even tlioiigh many of die anecdotes within 
tlie film are baserl on real cases, it does, 
however, become less crotlible the more we 
gel hi kmiw ilie liiuracters. Slux’king as they 
may inillally snmi, scenes such as one in 
wlikii a young girl admits to being cgjnled into 
diseasing blowjobs in order to retrieve lier 
smartplione, inciting bellows of iaugiUer from 
thejad<>d (^fleers, simply feel manipulative and 
carelessly dramadsed. Elsewhere, a bourgeois 
father accused of abusing Ids daugliter exudes 
a wily confidence in front of tlie officers and 
swiftly receives a slap. Would diese trained 
profesaonals really be so quick Co violence? 

Tliere's facile empliasi.s placed on tlie 
irony dial die very people wtioae occupiadon 
it is to safeguard abusetl tiuldren aren't able 
to liriiig up dieir own. Marina Pof.s' IrLs fritters 
away lier marriage a.s a ri^sult of tier timetabled 
sex sessions, uneroUcally scliedult'd during 


pieriods of prime fertility. Karin Viard^ Nadine 
loses custody of lier children early in Hie film. 
Two offirers even give up tlieir kids to pursue 
a love affair. You nught also be advised to walk 
out of the cinema five nunutes before Hie film 
ends in order lospiare yourself one of Hie most 
vulgar and Idiotic final sIhiIs in a lung, long, 
longtime. David Jenkiiui 


ANTiCiPMiON. A box office smasli 
in France an<l a prizewirmer in Cannes, 
despite tepid early reviews. 


ENJOYMENT. YouVe got to give it to 
Malwenn - she can fashion a gritty romp. 


IN RETROSPECT. Even diough it 
crumbles under any close scrutiny, you 
feel iliere would be scopi^ for a less 
liystericul sequel. 


5 

3 
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A Ro^al AFFair 

Directed bv Nikoioj Arcet 
Star rittg Modi MiWkelsen, 

Mikkei ^eF»li 9 aard, AUcioVikonder 
Reieosed JunetS 



S ex. dealh. power, intrigue, corruption, 
Rousseau and several blokes off The Killing: 
A Royal J^air lias it all. It's also based on a true 
story wfiirti, incredibly, lias never been adapted 
for film before: dial of CartJine Matliilde, the 
15-year-old English princess who, in 1766, was 
packed off to we«l llio newly crownerl Danisti 
king. Slie arrives alone, armed wiili a single 
nugget of inotlieriy advice: "If you ran get 
die King in vlidl your bedcliambcr on die first 
evening, you'll be perceived as a great succi'ss." 

Caroline (Alicia Vikander) dtH-sn't iiang 
about. miHn hours site's ciiarming tlie socks 
off die Danish court widi her wit, beauty and 
enviable haip^chord skills. And sure enougti, 
King Christian (Mikkel Boe Folsgaard) does 
come knocking - diougli only after liaving 
pubiicly humiliated Ills new bride in a llasii of 
childish ^ite, which does about as much to 
cairn wedding n^it nerves as a bout of herpes. 

Tlie arrival on die scene of Johann FrH«drich 
Struensee (Mads Mikkelsen), a political radical 


who becomes Clirisllan's iiersonal physician, 
speeds Uieir doomed pairing towards disaster. 
Tlie ensuing power struggles within their 
niatriage and througliout die Danisli court, 
poised between self-serving reacUonaries and 
dawning Enliglitemnent ideals, are forged 
logedier in a den-se latticework by director 
NikoUti ArceL 

Wliile Mikkelsen and Vikander are both 
excellent, Folsguard stands out widi a dynamic 
performance that lias ClirisUon emerge 
as a hostage to fortune rather than tlie 
petulant bully he initially appears. Wtilmsically 
indulged and emoUonally unliinged, Chrisdan 
takes to calling Caroline 'modier’, interrupts 
theatre performances to quote dialogue he's 
memorised, and in die same breath, moves 
from passionately advocaUng improved state 
waste disposal to decreeing liis dalmadon 
an honorary member of die council chamber. 
Tlie fate of Struensei*, doctor-turnt'd-advisor 
to a capricious paranoiac, Ls similar to that 


of James McAvoy's dtxinied cliaiacter in The 
Last King of Srollatid. 

Arcel's film succeeds by pri^g 
characterisation over liistorica! detail, 
establisliing die central trio as red-blooded, 
complex individuals, eacli driven by Uieir 
passions and given to irrationality at limes. 
Tliey are never reducetl to mere pawns 
on ahisiorical cliessboard. Sophie Ivan 


ANTlCiPATiON. Sctroped screenplay 
and acting prizes at. Berlin earlier diis 
year, so definitely wortli a look-in. 


ENJOTMENT. Gripping, .smart, 
well-acted - everydiing you want 
in a period drama. 


\N RETROSPECT. A bit like The Duehess, 
but belter. Denmark is so liot right now. 


3 


4 
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Woodu Allen: 

A DocumenLar^ 

Directed by Rober t B 'Meide 
Stoning Yloody Alien, Eetty Aronson, 
Anton'io Bonderos 
Released June 8 



A leisutely jazz caft duet of piano and 
bs.ssoon accompanies a du-sky esiablisliing 
sliot of die SHtli Street Bririge l.liiit's followctl 
by a quIck-Are monlage of petlesl.iians, pigeons 
and yellow cabs. “Wridng is l.lic great life," 
clilmes a familiar voice. VMiy, it's our old pal 
Wrxxly Allen, laid out across a bed scribbling 
Ills thouglils on a yellow jotter. Let's listen on... 
“In the room, everydiing you write is great, but 
when you go out and do it, all your schemes 
about making a masterpiece are reduced to, HI 
prostitute myself anyway I liave to to survive 
this catasiroplie.” 

Forty years and as many features into 
Ills career, you can forgive tlie 76-year-old 
New Yorker for seeming self-ileprecating 
uml sour. After all, here is a filmmaker who 
tuis given Ids life lo cinema, mainlalmng 
a tireless work edilc and remarkable degree 


of artistic control. Sure, there tiave been 
a few “clunkers" (as Mniihaliaii's Martel 
Hemingway puls it) bul WcMitly never lets tlie 
cynics gel him down. 

Tliis is die comersl.one si'iiUmcnt of Robert 
BWeide's compact autliorlscdblograpliy. a film 
dial clironologically lays out die facts but tails 
lo find anything new or profound to say about 
Allen or Ills substantial body of work. We learn, 
for example, liow a teenage Allan Konigsbetg 
went from ebuming out funnies for a string 
of weekly columnists to becoming a houseliold 
name in tlie 1960s doing TV stand-up, but his 
difficult transition to movie director is largely 
skimmed over. 

And after lingering on Ills unsurpassed 
late- '705lriuniplis/lniric/f(i// and Manhallnn. 
we briskly liopscolcli over the next few 
decades, bringing us right up to die present day 


when? Weide vainly recycles on-set anecdotes 
from The casts of March Point, You Will Meel 
a mi [kirk Shiiiiger and Midniglil in Pans. 
All The while Ills subject Is restricted lo the 
sidelines, popping up sporadically (o point out 
Ills favourite cliildlKMxl fioapit and offer llie 
briefest of glimpses into liis creative procesa 
How disappoinUng. Adam Woodward 


ANTICIPATION. Wlio doesn't have a soft 
spot for Woody Allen? 

ENJOYMENT. 

Breezy and unbaluiKUHl, 


IN RETROSPECT. Mu-sl. remember lo dig 
out dial Ajitiic Hall DVD. 


3 

3 
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Michel OceloL 

Shadow p\aY 


FUmoQtaphv 

M\che\ Oce\ot 

Tates of the Ni 9 ht (JUII ' 
/ktuT & Asmar; The Princes' Quest iJl)0>>) 
Ktrikou and the V^ttd Beosts IliOori) 
Princes and Princesses (2U00) 
Kirihou and the Sorceress li 998 ) 


Tn a glullon in apasiry shop; 1 liavc 
I to have It all,” oxclaiins a voracious 
I Michel Ocelot. “I want to taste 
everything, to sample every flavour 
tlierc is, especially tliose I liave yet to try." 
De^ite the 68-year<ild French animator^ sweet 
tooth for chocolate Eclairs, it’s not fine cuisine 
that's got Itim rliapsodising. More a cultural 
amuse-bouche lie's been gently savouring his 
entire career. 

Bom on tlie French Riviera, Ocelot relocated 
to Guinea with his rainily at a young age before 
moving to FVanc(>'s Anjou region in his early 
teens. Tliougli brief, the time he s)ient learning 
to read, wrilc and, most significantly, draw on die 
westernmost dp d Africa would have tlie single 
greatest impact on Ills creative outlook. ‘It was 
very Interesting at such a young age to belong 
to two very different worlds," Ocelot explains. 
“At that time. Aftica and Eurqie did not know 
die other existed, but I knew. It opened my mind 
to different cigtures and religions. It was a good 
base for my life, to be able to understand early 
on about all die ccgnplexltu“s and differences 
that coexist in tlie world. 

‘Really, I am a citlaen of the world," 
he conUnoes. “I dnn'i Iwve only Africa anil 
France in my veins; I'm liappy In many places. 
I always remember the bt'auly and die colour 
of diose places of my youdi." As an adolescent, 
Ocelot recalls “constantly sketcliing, drawing, 
cutdngout sliapes and playing wiUi puppets widi 
my brothers and siaers.” He would make them 
litde gifts and regularly put on homemade toy 
dieatre productions to "spread some liappiness 
to them". And later, with a liandful of friends, 
he began studying art and expetimendng with 
a variety of animation tecliniques. 

During Uus formative period, Ocelot admits 
dial he "forgot about Africa", yet die continent 
wlik’li so fervendy kiixlletl Ills iiiuigiiiadon 
asaboywouldritiirniohiminabig wayln die late 
DUs. After pruducii^ a succession of sliorts in die 


late 'TQs and Uirougliout Uie ’80s, which proved 
luigely popular bodi on KVench television and at 
various European film festivals - he picked up 
a BAFTA in 1980for liis 18-minutecutout gem The 
Three /rimifoi's- Ocelot released his directorial 
feature debut, Kirikou and the Sorceress. 
in 199& A traditional animadon inspired West 
African fciklore, Kirikou announced Ocelot 
on the wcrid stage and simultaneously yielded 
a misconcv’ptlon lliat follows liim to diis day. 
“Because of die film's success and because 
of its African arstlielic, people just assumed 
I was African.' iH’pRK-lalms. 

Few animators are as proficient wldi os wide 
a range of animation mediums as (Xelol. yet 
what's mo^ impressive is Uiat lie is entirely self- 
trained. But why does he eondnue to flit between 
cfisciplines, from Iiand-drawn to silhouette and 
CGI? "In the beginning I was broke and I alwiq's 
chose the cheapest way to make animation,’ he 
reveals. “Now Fm pretty sucoos.sfuI, at least in 
FVance. and I can utilise almost any technique 
I want.” In die case of, Tales cj the Night, Ids 
latest .silliouetfe feature and first silhouette 
arumaiion since 2000's /Vinces iwid Princesses. 
Oeeioi explains iliat he wanted to “come bark 
to die duplicity of tlie black silixiuettc liecau.se 
it is very stylised - you doni reveal evcrydiing, 
tlie viewer lias to fill in a lot of die detail and it's 
a gleat way to tell a story." 

Here^ the diing about Ocelot; wliatover 
style of animadon he employs, however vibrant 
his film's palette, die story he's telling always 
manages to sliine dirougli. Wliedier evident 
in a newboin African child's pliglit to save his 
village from an evil witch, a prince's endeavour 
to rescue an enclianted princess or a werewolTs 
quest to find trui‘ love, die breaddi of narrative 
loiuwledge Ocelot lias acquired dirougli iiis 
appetite for all artfomis, all countries and 
ctdlures, marks him as a ina.>iter storyteller. 
“We liave wlUiln reach every civllisadon and 
every lime dial tliere has ever been," he says. 


"Once I dip bto anot her culture it Is impos^blc 
for me not to use it. I am obsessed with reading 
and sliaring stories. I want to surprise and satis^ 
people. So it's interesting to go to otiier places 
and to tell a story wliich does not come frem 
you but wliich you want to share with the world. 
Thies of the Night is me telling these stories my 
way, because it's die best viay for me to learn 
about otivr people and places." 

Tlien’b anoUier aspect to Ocelol's fidgety 
directorial aiiptrach, however. As a fiercely 
indeptsident animator of intemadonal repute, 
Ocelot is one of a siiuill few sdli cliallengiiig die 
kitidie-friendly Holy Trinity of Disney, Pixar and 
Stutfio Ghibll. “Fve always been very strnng- 
mindtxi and independent. Even at an eariy age, 
wlien someone would offer me a colouring book 
I wouldn't like it because I could already draw - 
I didn't need tbe lines to be filled in. I decide die 
colours, wliere tlie lines should be. 

"Wlien I was small there was orgy Walt 
Disney," he continues. “It took me a long time 
to realise dial all over die world there wore mad 
people like me making wonderful little films 
without wondering or really caring wlieilier 
they would sell or not. Walt Disney Is okay, but 
his success comienint'd all animators to liave 
to make children's films If diey wanted to liave 
similar success. My early films were cetlalnly 
not for children, and 1 think it's a shame that 
those restrictions still apply." 

Miglit we soon see a more adult-themed 
Ocelot venture - something more in4ine 
with die film tliat inspired him to become an 
animator, Hermina T^ova^ 1948 anti-Naa 
short The Iteiiolt of TOysT Don't count on it 
“I liave the power to make beauty and to ^ve 
a little happiness to the world, and I use it I tliink 
liumanity is dreatiful. Reading die newspaper 
is die most terrible, depressing thing you can 
do. Wliy would I want to atlil badness on lop of 
badness? If you see my film and feel even a little 
li^itness and liapplnt'ss tlien I've done my job." 




StattingJuttenBeramis, Marine Griset,M\che\ Ettas 
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n a rundown Parisian cinema late at night, 
an elderly writer and two spirited young 
actMS weave a rich fairy-tale tapestry with 
Che lielp of a little magic and a lot of imagination. 
Taking it in turns, tlie boy and girl feed their 
ideas into a whirring, flaslting macliine before 
being iransporu*d to a succe.ssion of exotic and 
ancient fnreii^ lands. 

Itb a drill fans of l''renc-li anintatlon 
Itiininaiy Micliel Ocelot will know all Um well. 
Tltis episodk-, rolklore-lnsplretl stnictutv is, 
after all. kJentica] to boUi 2<M)l)'s Princes and 
Pi incesJiFS and Ids mad<*-for-TV 1992 featun- 
debut, Les Contes de la Nnit. But chiding 
Ocelot for recycling past material would 
be like complaining tliereb too many Puride 
Ones in your box of Quality Street. 

That's the truly magical tiling about Ocelot's 
films: Itowever familiar lire package, the content 
Is tendered witlt such passion, romance and 
wit dial it's impossible not to 1 k‘ swept away. 
SowliileTbfeso/tfteAfisr/ifseesOcelotopiTatlng 
well wiiliin Ills comfort »)ne, tlie craftsinanslii|) 
on sliow is no less intricate or eitcliantlng. 

From Uh' flfleenih-imtiuiy Court of 
Burgundy to an indigenous Caribbean island, to 


tribal Afiica and a m,vtliiral Aztec city of gold, 
there are distinct traces of Aesop and Kipling 
in Occlotb part-self-written, part-borrowed 
fable medley. Suitably, each stoty is brou^t 
to life using a computer-generated version 
of a silliouette Ceelmlque tliat is itself 
over a centuty old. I'V from being a drab 
monocliromatleself-indulgence. liowever. Tbles 
of the Night Is a filiti of remarkable depUi and 
colour, eucli clianu'itT uikI setting entwined 
in an intoxicating ballet of sluidow and liglit. 

Il% (Ills arUslic indiviiluallly tlsil has boon 
so crucial in sustaining Ocelot^ success over 
the past two decades. Contemporary feature 
aiumation is rife witli cuddly, celebrity-vtMced 
CG critters and raocapped seasonal fluff. 
Th^'s not to suggest tlie likes of Disney. Pixar 
and DreamWorks Animadon are lacking in the 
charm department, mote that there's a .surface 
uniformity to die family-lriendly output of the 
major animadon studios. 

In recent years, die UkM of Maijane Saoapi 
{Po'scpolis), Ari Folman [WalU With Uashit) 
and Rric KIkk> (Tht.nimi) liave trtiunpiianily 
acceniuaiiHi IndeiH-iideni animation^ 
progressive glow. But. Ocelot's ultra-lraditiunal 


style makes liim an easy target for tliose who 
prefer their animadon with a figurative finger 
on the social pulse. 

None of the six vignettes comprised within 
Tales 0 f the NightleaXaiea a female protagonist 
- eacli one is centred on an Intrepid prince’s 
endeavour to liberate a passwe or submissive 
princess (often with an ulterior motive). Tlicre 
are furilier instances of narrative archaism. 
Yet tlie conviction witli wlilcli eacli and every 
frame Is Imbued wliti siicli vitality, sucli 
metleiilous sjilendour, means dial even the 
mosl. hard-nose<l cynic will be left witli eyes 
misted and lieart warmed. Adam Woodward 


A.W ICIPATION . In the reaim of 
independent contemporary animation. 
Ocelot is king. 


ENJOYMENT. A uniqui'ly joyful 
experience from ii true original. 


IN RETROSPECT. 

Longllveliieklng. 



ILL Manors 

Directed b/ Sen Drew 
Stoning R\z Ahmed, Natatie ?rest, 
AnousWo MoT^d 
Reieosed May 6 



I LL Manoi's is a portmanteau portrait of 
I brc^on down lives on tlie dark comers 
of Forest Gale, Manor Park and Romford 
Road, pockmarked by the palaces of tlie 2012 
Olympic Games. 

Director Ben Drew, also known as Plan B, 
lias fasiiioned liimself as the voice of London’s 
margias. iLL Maiiois - a lime, album and 
valiant of the musical film - Is lougli. ongiy 
and volatile, a mk-roscoplc kxtk al. liie knotted 
nxti of last summer's riots and a macrtxicoplc 
'fuck you’ to tlie political classes. It's a call 
of protest in tlie best traditions of socially- 
conseious hip hop. 

Acting like a Greek clicrus but sounding abit 
like Eminem. Drew introduces each of Ills rti^or 
oharacters with a slice of rhytlira and poetry. We 
learn of abuave foster carers and parents with 
a needle in tlieir arm, of eltild-soldier gangs 
slinging dope, and alien immigrants forced into 
prostitution. 


Our tour-guide tlirougli tills 'urban safiui" 
is Aaron (RizAlimed), a Foot Locker-otad drug- 
puslier with wide, innocent eyes and a face like 
aRomancoiiL He’saeonseientioussoui, almost 
despite himself, and Itts unwillingness to accept 
tlie vety worst of tills poverly-strickon world 
provides ilJ, Manors witli its major plot points. 

As a flimniaker, storyteller and tUssenling 
voice. Drew sliil lias a way to go. Hen-, his 
auontpls to fuse sllce-of-llfe wltli stateof- 
nation, while sliowcasing Ins 'tbranlino-like 
ability to Jigsaw disparate stories into one, feels 
inchoate and unresolved. Witli its time-lapsed 
cityscapes and frenetic montages, iLL Afanors 
doesn't quite do enough to emerge from the 
shadow of other state-funded grime works like 
Noel Clarke’s KiduUtiood, Saul Dibb's Bullet 
Boy and Mo All's Shank. 

In a lecture lie delivered for TED, Drew 
said: “And tlien tlie riots happened, riglit? We’ve 
gut a generation of youths otit tliere on Ute 


streets. Tlie weatlier is hot. Itb nice. They ain’t 
got notliing to do because all the community 
centres have been sliut down." Ttieamplicitles 
heard there are evident in his Bint. Bui iLL 
Manors, nevertiieless, is a guttural call from 
a place tlial, for mo.st of u-s, remaias as remote 
as ajungle. Tom Seymour 


ANTICIPATION, liteat tune and 
TED lecture built early buzz for this 
debut Him. 


ENJOYMENT. Proof tliat, in his own 
words, who need.s actions when you 
got words. 


IN RETROSPECT. Drew may be the 
Jarvis Cocker or Damon Albam of 
today's aiisieriiy youUi. 
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Monsieur Lazhar 

Directed by Philippe Foiordeau 
Starring Mobamed Feiiog, Sophie Neiisse, 
Emiiien Neton 
Released Moy 4 



C an words uttered by a troubletl child 
inflict just as much hurt and pain as, 
say. a lerrorisl attack? It’s a slrcleli, but tliat's 
die diz^iig idea iii iJie nucleus of tlirtH’tor 
PtiUippe hblardeau’s (.'anudluii drama, anil 
tt^ one that the tUmniaker never sides aw^ 
lh>m. Setabiiosl mlirely wltldii the walls of on 
elementaij' school Monsieur Lazhar is a smalt 
flsli tliat askssome very big questions. 

It starts with a child discovering Ids teacher 
lian^ng from the classroom ceiling. Tlds event 
sendsshockwavesthrougli the school. Cldldreti 
are unable to process the tragedy, wldle 
teachers strode to help their young charges 
in an emironment strictly regulaied by fearfuP 
paranoid governing bodies. Into lids tremulous 
setting sweeps Bachir Lazhar CMoliamed 
Fellog). on Algerian imndgraiit wlio offers 
himself up as a tt^Iocemenl l eaelier. Monsieur 
Lozharb methods, Uiougli, don’t exactly etdme 


witli the sdKxil's austere regime, and it’s not 
long before he’s ruffling feathers. 

BanLsI) any notions of tlds turning 
into a wacky classroom caiier (thougli it's 
a safe bet Robin WIHloiiis is already angling 
for an EnglisJi-language remake). Lazhar 
isn't without liuniour, but its quips ate all 
intelligently cracked. The gently unfolding 
story swells witli tliouglitful observations and 
Falardeau draws fascinating comparisons 
between today's overiy-paranold education 
q«Mn and tlie government's treatment 
of suspect immigrants. 

The performances are key. As the 
eponymous wisdom-giver, Fellag puls 
in a beautifully undersiaietl turn, eflectivHy 
spinning Lazliur into a mylldcid figure of llie 
Mary Pnjipins mould (iidnu.s tlie schmaltz). It's 
tlirougli him ihul many of Fidordeau's ideas 
are nimbly explored. ’Hie kids, meanwliile. 


are nothing sliorl of mesmerising. Of them all, 
first-timer Sophie Ndliase gets top marks - her 
slieli-slKX'ked siudeni forms a loueliing bond 
Willi Iier leaelier, mid lier emotional inoiinlogue 
is a guoiuiilei'il nose-blower. Josh Winning 


ANTICIPATION. A eertaln Anieriran 
awards body went seriously nuts for 
this one. 


3 


ENJOY MENT . A cla.ss aet. Touching 
but never sentimental, Lazharisa 
sensitive, liopeful treaty on grief and 
innocence lost. 


4 


IN RETROSPECT. A timely examination 
of violence in our society Hirougti the 
eyes of Uiose wlio can't control It. 







